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without further struggle, swallowed the medicine
administered by his hand.
A child said to him one day: £ Please, Mr. Hawker,
did you ever see an angel ?'
'Margaret/ he answered solemnly, and took one of
the child's hands in his left palm, e there came to this
door one day a poor man. He was in rags. Whence
he came I know not. He appeared quite suddenly at
the door. We gave him bread. There was some-
thing wonderful, mysterious, unearthly, in his face.
And I watched him as he went away. Look,
Margaret! do you see that hill all gold and crimson
with gorse and heather? He went that way. I saw
him go up through the gold and crimson, up, still
upwards, to where the blue sky is, and there I lost
sight of him all at once. I saw him no more; but I
thought of the words, "Be not forgetful to entertain
strangers: for thereby some have entertained angels
unawares."'
A good idea of his notions about angels, and their
guardianship of his church, may be gathered from a
remarkable sermon he preached a few years ago, on
St. John the Baptist's day, in his own church. It was
heard by an old man, a builder in Kilkhampton; and
it made so deep an impression on his mind, that he
was able to repeat to me the outline of its contents,
and to give me whole passages.
His text was i Sam. iii. 4, c Here am I! *
More than a thousand years ago St. Morwenna came
from Wales, from Brecknockshire, where was her father's
palace: she loved the things of God more than the things
of men.
And then the wild Atlantic rolled against these cliffs as
now, and the gorse flamed over them as now, and the little
brook dived through fern, and foamed over the rocks to
join the sea, as now. And there were men and women
where you dwell, as now; and there were little children on
their knees, as now. But then there was no knowledge of
God in the hearts of men, as there is now. There was no

